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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Marſhal Fehrbellin Mr. Davrzs. 
> Fiather Luke - Mr. Wi Iso. * 
Captain Patrick Mr. Jon xs Towns. * 
Rupert Mr. W. Parmsr. 
Olmutz - *'- Mr. Cusirr. 4 
Quits. © - - oe. | 
Darby - +—- Mr. Epwin. Af 


Norah = 2 - Mrs, BAN NISTER. 
Mrs. Marx. 


Mabel Flouriſh & . kt | Mrs. WII. 4 


LOVE IN A CAMP: 


OR, 


PATRICK IN PRUSSIA. | 


rn 
SCENE I.—4 remote Part of the Camp. 


Soldiers diſcovered cleaning their fire arms. 


A.- ChoRus. 


So cheerful, ſo happy, we boys of tlie blade, 
Prepare all to meet on the ſhining parade; 
Then rub, þ 
And ſcrub, 


\ Your muſket, your belt, and your bayonet bright, 


We'll rub, 
We'll ſcrub, 
Our muſkets, our belts, and our bayonets bright. 


In ſpatterdaſh white, as he throws up his leg, 
Each rank and file marches a bold Scanderbeg ; , 
The ladies admiring, 
Our charging and lag. 
Our ſtanding and kneeling, 
To right and left wheeling. 


A ſmile from a woman's a ſoldier's delight, 
They love us, we love em, and for em we'll fight; 
We'll jovially fing, 
Drink a health to our king, 


And make the camp ring. 
Drum beats roll call. — Exeunt. 


A 2 Capt. 


. 
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Capt. P. (without) No, 50 take the horſes 
back to the inn. $2. 


Enter CApTAINx PATRICK and PosT-Boy. 


As I've reach'd the piquet guard, I ſhall eafily 
find out Marſhal F ehrbellin s tent. 

3 PosrT-Bov. 
So! here am I in the camp at Groflen-tintz—bur 
now to inquire for the Marſhal's quarters, if I 


cou'd be ſo lucky as to find Darby—let's ſee his | 


ſcrawl—(Takes out à letter and reads.) 
« My dear Paddy! By your example, I am now 


bn turn'd gentleman ſoldier in the Pruffian ſervice _ 
“% —ſuch favor. with all our officers! I'm in the 


ce high road to preferment; fo in that cafe, like 


« our brave Pruſſian hero, I'm learning to kill 
„ man, woman, and child: and am your deine 


te friend till death. 
Ha, ha, ha! So then Darby by this 1 role is a 
very great man indeed. 


. (Fifes without. ) 


Enter 0 SOLDIERS, DRUMMERS, (with 


whips, Sc.) and DarBy Priſoner. 


Adjutant. Halt! 
Capt. P. Some poor devil to be logg d! 


Darby. Oh dear Mr. Adjutant — Mr. Serjeant 


my good little Drummers - don't go to whip me 
—] ſhall never bear it. 
Capt. P. By Heaven it's my old friend Darby! 


poor fellow! Is this his high preferment ? ( Aide.) 


Adjutant. Strip! 
Darvy. I tell you I never ſtrip but when I' m 


oin to bed. 
0 F Adjutant. 
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Adjutant. Drummers, prepare your Cat-0 nine 
tails. 

Darby. Oh! why? What the devil are you 
about, friend Nimblewriſt? 

Drummer. Don't you ſee I'm tying knots? _ 

Darby. That's very childiſh work! What are 
you at there, Tommy Tickleback ? | 

Adjutant. Right—plait the whipcord with wire. 

Darby. Whipcord and wire! oh! can you 
have you the heart—my dear friends—mefimates 
—comrades—my own gay companions—oh ! !— | 
then if I muſt be flog! d—mind, if I don t like it 
you're to leave off, 


Capt. P. You, Sir, are the Adjurant, I pre- | 


ſume—Pray what's this man's crime? 

Adjutant. N a ſuſpicion of drunkenneſs, and 
ſleeping on his po 
Darby. 1 fell a — and never dreamt that I was 
to be flogg'd for it, (0 | 

Adjutant. Ha, ha, ha! You hear, Sir—A pues | 
ſant good-natur'd poor fellow; but never out of 
miſchief :=- from his arch tricks, he's ſo great a fa- 
vorite with our officers, that none of them cou'd 
bear to be lookers-on, and indeed, we've orders for 
the ſentence to be executed in a more private and 
gentle manner than uſual- I myſelf have a parti- 
cular friendſhip for Poor Darby (apart.) Strip 
you dog ! 

7 ia P. A moment, Sir— Who is your Cap- 
tain | 
Adjutant, He that we had, Sir, | is exctiiag'd; and 
our new one not being arrived yet from Berlin, 1 
may ſay that indeed now we have no Captain. 

Capt. P. I am he. | | 

Adjutant. Sir! | | 

Darby (looking at the Crane): Eh No! 
—Yesl—Pat!—Patrick!—Paddy! Oh my dear, 

4 3 dear 


. 
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dear friend - oh my ſweet Captain Paddy! (runs 


and embraces him.) 

Capt. P. Suſpend his puniſhment til I ſpeak to 
the commanding officer, 

Darby, Hvuzza! Didn' t I ſay he was Captain 
Paddy ? . 

Adjutant. We hadn't bed, Sir, of your arrival 
—you're welcome to the camp; and if it is your 
deſire, I think I may venture a reſpite. 

Capt. P. You may, 

Darby. Oh yes you may—you may pardon me 
too; the Devil a harm that'll do anybody — 


He, he, he! 


Adjutant, Sir, as you anſwer for the priſoner— 
releaſe him! 

Darby. Releaſe me! 

Capt. P. Sir, you re very obliging. 

Darby. Sir, you're ede obliging. (bows to the 
ApjuTanT). He, he, he—Comrades—friends— 
my gay worthy companions, Maſter Nimblewriſt 


and Tommy Tickleback, go find another mouſe 


for your cat-0 o'-nine-tails—go— Ha, ha, ha! 
[ Exeunt all but DarBy and Captain ParR Ick. 
Pat, I'm ſo glad to fee you—Oh Lord! how you 


come to ſave me like my good — l believe you 


dropp'd from the ſkies; let's feel—did an angel 
ever wear a blue coat? - 

Capt. P. But how, how is all this, Darby? I 
left you at your little farm in Ireland, and here 1 
find you at a whipping-poſt in Sileſia : ' how have 
you contrived to. bring all this promotion abour, 
you ingenious rogue? 

Darby. Twas you; you have done it all—that 
curſed pair of colours that Captain Fitzroy clap'd 
into your fift ſet me all a-gog for a General's ſtaff, 
and as I cou'dn't turn ſoldier whilſt 1 was worth 


two-pence, I fold off the farm. 
Capt 
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Capt. P. Then away went ploughs, flails; ſheep» 


and cows. | 
Darby. Aye; after that jade Kathleen jilted 
me, it was all up; and to Dublin on my long- 
tail'd garron—Gee-up went Darby. 3 
Capt. P. And while the ſplinters held out 
Darby. Oh, I didn't flaſh it away (ironically); 
Very ordinary clothes I bought to be ſure; ſhew'd 
'em the ſoul of an Iriſh boy; but when all was 
gone, ſays I, I'll go try my fortune in London, 
knowing I ſhou'd meet ſome lads o' the ſhamrock 
there; but muddled a little with taking leave of 
this body and that body—the blundering wherry- 
men, inſtead of the Park- gate Pacquet, put me on 
board a ſhip bound for the Baltic—didn't'find my 
miſtake 'till I was landed at Dantzick, very gen- 
teely, without a ſecond coat to my back; ſo from 
hunger and the drill here, you ſee me a Pruſſian 
hero, huzza ! 4 
Capt. P. But how comes it, Darby, that the 


army, inſtead of improving, ſhou'd have made 


you irregular ? 1 

Darby.” Me! Lord I'm the moſt regular 
every day as fure as the day comes, 1 tip off my 
two half gallons. 5 

Capt. P. Darby, have a care —if you tipple 

Darby. Me tipple ! but ſure when nobody's by, 
what harm can it do your military diſcipline, if 
we—He, he, he! crack a joke, and have a laugh 
about old times? Pat, don't you remember that 
evening that Dermot was filling the brown jug 
for you and I, and father Luke, at the three jolly 
gooſes, how we n 


Enter OrMorz. 


(Danny ſuddenly changes to reſpetd and de- 


ference.)—Your Honor likes a broil'd gooſe? 


\ I 
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ch, very well, your Honor—Corporal, tell the 


Sutler | 
Om. Sir Marſhal Fehrbellin—inform'd=your 
arrival compliments — ſee your honor his tent. 
half an hour — | 

Capi. P. My reſpe&s and I ſhall wait on him. 
Olm. Tell him ſo. | . 
Capt. P. Our brother ſoldier here is very ſparing 
of his words. | 
Darcy. Corporal Olmutz—yes; but he found 
words enough to inform againſt me for ſleeping 
on my poſt; Þ'll be up with him, 

Capt. P. A deviliſh ſmart girl yonder—Darby, 
do you know her? ley! 

Darby, Eh! oh yes, very well—never ſaw her 
before though (ade). She's been ſelling her fruit 
in Breſlaw I ſee; come this way, and I'll introduce 
ou. U r [ They retire. 


— with enrempyy flower beſher,”: 


8 AIR.— Fron A. f — 
The tuneful birds, bow ſweet they fing. 
How Bay the dainty flow*rers ſpring, g, , 

Ho light the milkmaid's brimming pal, 

As chaunting o'er the flow'ry dale: s 
»TDLis love that wafts her blithe along, 

10 ? That paints the flowers and tunes the ſong. 
Flora. Let's {ce i The peaches 
ves, but what did I make by my ſtrawberries? 
fix fennins, one, two, three, four — ten creitzers; 
and my flowers too turn d out vaſtly well.— Il tie 
my money in the corner af my handkerchief, and 
then if any impudenę ſcllou ſhou'd 


CAN b nd Darvy advance. 

Dari. ant, my pretty laſs! hem—ſhe's your 

own-2bikinow her, tis little Flora, ſells apples 
bo. 2 an 
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and flowers; lives at the corner of the weſt ram- 
part.— Talk to her in her own way. 

Capt. P. She's the ſweeteſt flower 1 in her own 
garden, 

Flora, Did you want me, Sir? 


Air.,—Captain PATRICK. 


Dans votre lit, that bright parterre ! 

Shou'd Flora bloom a lilly fair; 

A ſmiling jonquil I cou'd be, 

To blow, ſweet flower, beſide of thee, 
Dans votre lit, 


Or nodding on the thorny buſh, 

You droop to hide the roſe's bluſh ; 

The leafy umbrage make of me, | 

And in this breaſt you'll ſhelter'd be, - 
Dans votre lit. 


When ev y flow'r that paints the ground, 
Throws ſmiles add odours all around ; 
Sweet flow'r, I'll prove thy faithful dee, 
And honey fip from none but thee, 

Dans votre lit, 


Darby. Pray ar'n't you=-a——a—a—what d'ye- 
call um girl, and don't you live at thing-o me 
village? 

Flora. Well ſuppoſe ſo, what then? 

Darby. What then, my dear? why this is a 
captain, and you ſhall have the honor of drinking 
ſome wine with his honor to-morrow ee in 
his honor's tent. | 

Flora. The fellow's a fool! | 

Capt. P. So he is, my love, but no barry | in a 
Blaſs of wine, my pretty Pomona, 


Txrr0.—Capt. ParRIck, Fron, _ wr. 


Captain, My Angel! I 
ray. Little gilt. PP 4 1 a 
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| | Flora. Who, me? | 
Captain, A moment ſtop. 
| Flora, Do ſtop me at your peril. 
Darby. Your tent, and then a drop. 
| | Flora. Nay Sir. 
| Captain. Why ſo cold, my charmer ? 

Darby. Brilliant Burgundy will warm her. 
Captain. My cherry! 
Darby. My plum! 

In finger and thumb. 4 

You ſhall fold the waiſt T 
Of the bluſhing glaſs. 

Captain. My ſweet roſy laſs ! 
Darby. While the nectar lip you taſte. 
Captain. Such joy will 1 fip 

From your ripe balmy lip; 

| Your charms thus Ill claſp (puts bit hand 1 

round her). | 

Darby. Thus the boule 11! graſp, 
Flora, How can you uſe me fo? 
Darby. Then up my dear you go. 


Do let his honour buſs : . 
Captain. My ſweet! a moment ſtay. 
Flora. How dare you uſe me thus 


Upon the King's highway. 
Darby. A turnpike man am I, 
To take king Cupid's toll: | f 1 
Captain. A kiſs a 
Flera. I will paſs by. 
Darby. Vou can't, upon my ſoul. 
Captain. My lovely Sylvan beauty! | 
Flora. What ſhall 1 do, o'lack ! x7 
Darby. My ſweet ! pay here the duty, | 
With a hearty ſmack. (She frites him on 
" the cheek.) | 
Pize on your fiſt, my beauty! 
- Oh dang it what a whack ! 
Your cheek may take the duty 3 
Of ſuch a douſing ſmack. (To the Captain.) 
[Exit Fron A. 


Capt. P. A charming girl upon my foul! 
Darby. Tol lol de rol- you ſhall have her. 
Capt. P. Stop, Darby! are you ſure by my 
kindneſs I ſh'an't be guilty of ſeduction; 1 . 
0 wou'dn't | 


% = 
«65 
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wou'dn't for a tranſient Pleaſure bring laſting 


ruin on an innocent girl. 

Darby. Pſha! d'ye think 1'd—1 muſt puſh 
him on to an intrigue, to make myſelf of conſe- 
quence (ade). Say no more; where s your wife 
Madam Norah? 

Capt. P. I've left her behind me at Berlin, with 
her uncle, 

Darby. Who? Father Luke! Ha, ha, ha! 
old two-to-one, that's fo curſed clever at bringing 
mutton to his multiplication- table. 

Capt. P. But now to wait on Marſhal Fehrbel- 
lin. Eh—where ſhall I get on my ſhoes? 

Darby. Lord, Sir! we all wear boots here in the 
camp, we ſhoe none but the horſes—1'Il do your 
marquee up fo gay and trim to-morrow—but for 
to-night—['ll beſpeak apartments for you at Ma- 
bel Flouriſh's, where our officers meſs. This way, 
Paddy—Come along, Captain—pleaſe your Honor. 

Exit. 

Capt. P. If cheſe pretty laſſes come much 1 my 

Way, 1 ſhall ſtand in need of all my conſtancy. 


Air, —CaPTaAIlN. 


Away ye giddy ſmiling throng, 
Of tempting beauties fair an young ; 
My heart be true, altho? my tongue, 
Shou'd ſing of lovely Flora: 
Or ſhou'd 1 gaze with fond deſire, 
Shou'd breath of roſes fan the fire; 
Or though I on a touch expire, 
My ſoul is thine ſweet Norah. 


The bonds of Hymen o'er my mind, 
My conſtant ſoul muſt ever bind; 
To that dear woman left behind, 
My kind, my tender Norah ! 
Bat, oh! I fear each mortal part, 
Nay, een this true, this faithful heart, 
Reſiſtleſs to the Urchin's dart, 
Shot by the eyes of uz 
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I!lofive vapour, tranſient blaze, 

Oh! vaniſh, while I wond'ring gaze; 

But ſhine like Dian's filver rays, 
My paſſion chaſte for Norah: 

Yet Hymen winks, and Venus ſmiles, 

And paſſion ev'ry ſenſe beguiles ; 

And Cupid with his thouſand wiles | 
Aſſiſts my charming Flora, . [Exit, 


SCENE 1I.—Outfide of MaREL FLourisn's Houſe 
— Over the door wrote“ The Officers * 
e houſe, * by MABEL FLoukisn.” 


Enter CaeTaiN PATRICK and Darby (meeting). 


Capt. P. Well, where are theſe apartments ? 
Darby. This, this is the houſe, your Honor— 
Mabel F ev ron houſe—W aiter ! Houle ! Bet 


Enter Warn 


Spread the grand, Turkey-carpets and the Wilton 
counter- panes—rub up the mahogany tables 
bring the old trumpeter's great arm chair into 
the ſtate bedchamber—get a waſh-ball and flippers 
throw ſand upon the ſtairs, and kick the cat out 
of the way—That way, your Honor. 
[Exit Captain PaTRICK and Waiter. 
Yonder is Olmurz—if 1 could engage him to carry 
off this girl for the Captain—yes Olmutz is the 
man; he's a good large ſtrong wicked rogue - be- 
fides if it's found out he'll be in for the puniſh- = 
ment, and if he wants to excuſe himſelf by his clip- 
pings and his half words, they can ſcarce tell what 
he means; ſome: revenge for his getting me tied to 
„the halberts. Ha; the deuce now if little Quiz 
hasn't I along with him; that fellow's never 


happy but when he's in company with great, big | 
people—delights in > 5 that's large - can't 
EN drink 
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drink but out of gallons and rummer glaſſes—cats 


his meat with a carving knife, and picks his teeth 


with a bayonet, Coming in at our door here 


t'other day, he ſtooped like a gander under a gate, 
yet it being a little dark, broke his noſe againſt the 
buckle of Olmutz's belt. —Swears he will be a 
grenadier.— Ha, ha, ha! (retires.). 


Enter Or uur and Quiz. 


Olm. Only whipp'd. 

Quiz. I tell you Darby was ſhot—blown from 
the mouth of a cannon. - 

Darby (advancing). Your cannon's a great gun, 
for I was not ſhot. 

Olm. Knew——was only whipp'd. 

Darby. Knew-—— was only not whipp 'd. 

Quiz. Ah when l'm a trooper 


Darzy. When ſhrimps are lobſters - you a er60p-" 


er, you little imp of a devil you! Ha, ha, ha! 
Olm. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Quiz. Very well, gentlemen very well but 
the tword fiſn is not a whale, nor the lion an ele- 
phant—nor am I ſeven foot high—ſpirit don't con- 
fiſt in bone and muſcle—it's the heart—the heart, 
by the god of war! | 

Olm. (looking out) Marſhal Fehrbellin! 

Quiz. Oh! now gentlemen you ſhall ſee what 
the Marſhal will ſay to me—See if, like your Mar- 
tinets of officers, he'll refuſe me a place in the gre- 
nadier cor ps but hold—Pll appear before him in 
my new purchaſe. [ Extie. 

Darby. Hey the Marſhal may be for caſting 
up the reckoning that he ordered to be ſcored on 
my back. Olmutz, your hand—Y our turning tell- 
tale 2 me wasn t ſo well; but brother ſoldiers 


39 | ou'd 
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ſhou'd forget and forgive; and. to ſhew you I do, 
I'll put you in a way of making our new captain 
here your friend for ever.— Mabel! (calls.) 


Enter MABEL FLouRIsn. 


org Flouriſh, ſtop you here and anſwer the Mar- 
Mabel F. Me ſpeak to his Highneſs ! 

_ Darty. Hearkye, Olmutz. ; 
[DarBy and OLMuT2? retire. 


[Enter MARSHAL FeHRBELLIN and Soldiers, 


Marſhal F. Who ſaw the Iriſh officer from 
Berlin? 

Mabel F. Pleaſe your honor, the Captain is 

only changing his cloaths; but I'll tell him your 
Highneſs requires his attendance. 
Marſbal F. Hold, don't diſturb him—1'lI ſend 
my Aid-de-camp with a plan of our intended ma- 
 nceeuvres—A tall woman (afide.) What's your 
name ? | | 

Mabel F. Mabel Flouriſh, pleaſe your Highneſs. 
My father was a trumpeter in the guards, pleaſe 
your Highneſs, 

Marſhal F. Oh poor old Flouriſh—Ha! I re- 
member him Are you married? | 

Mabel F. No, pleaſe your Highneſs; I'm a maid - 
at your ſervice. 

Marſhal F. Not married, ha !—( ſurveying ber.) 
To match her with one of our talleſt men muſt pro- 
duce ſoldiers to the full ſtandard; the king does not 
approve of this method, but without it our troops 
muſt in time degenerate. Ha! yonder's a good 
tall fellow—Soldier ! (calls) (OLMuTz 828 
(looks alternately at him and Mak) They mu 
do very well (afide.) Soldier, are you W 
Olm. 


- 
* 


dines tied to each leg.” 
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Olm. No—Highneſs. | | 

Marſhal F. (tears a leaf out of his pocket book, 
and writes with a pencil) Can you read? 

Olm. Don't know—never try'd—pleaſe High- 
neſs. 

Marſhal F. I'll have this perform'd, and by our 
new Iriſh Captain, it will give' him a ſample of 
the ſtrictneſs of our Pruſſian military diſcipline 
(aide). Deliver this to your Captain. — Tes, 
very well matched indeed. [ Exit attended. 

Mabel F. His Highneſs is generally very proud; 
I never ſaw him ſo ſweet and condeſcending (bell 
rings), Oh dear the new-come Captain. 

[ Exit into the houſe, 
Darby. Olmutz, what's the matter—what's his 
Highneſs been ſaying to you? What have you 
got there? AN 

Olm. Only—Marſhal ordered—deliver paper— 

new Captain. 
Dari (reads it apart). © Marſhal Fehrbellin's 
beſt regards wait on Captain Patrick —deſires he 
will with all diſpatch have the bearer married to 
Mabel Flouriſh—She ſhall have a portion of fifty 
rix-dollars from the military cheſt. For get- 
ting me tied to the flogging poſt, friend Olmutz 
ſhall never touch theſe dollars—no, no (ade). 
Hem! Olmutz, you'd better not wait to give this 
to the Captain, but according to your promiſe 
come along with me about that buſineſs, 

O/m. Yes, but—paper's conſequence—let's hear 
— what's about. | 

Darby. Oh, you ſhall hear what it's about my 
fine fellow—(pretends to read). Marſhal Fehr- 
bellin's compliments to Captain Patrick, deſires 
he will with all diſpatch make the bearer, for one 
hour, ride the great wooden horſe, with five car- 


Olm. 
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2 (alarmed). Me !—Devil hat have — 
e 2— : 
Darby. I don't know—poor fellow ! did he aſk 
you any queſtions ?* _ 
Olm. Yes—aſk'd—cov'd read. 
Darby. And I warrant you ſaid no? 
Om. No—didn't—ſaid—never try'd. 
. Darby. That's what has undone you. 
Oln. By the Lord! — ſevereſt officer whole 
6 army.—Puniſh man—cauſe can't read,—--Court 
| martial - not too (walls). 
| 


” Es — — mm 


| Darby. Yes, and ſuch a fine tall clever fellow 
as you—Oh! upon my word his Highneſs is too 
{evere—Olmutz—harkye—Ha, ha, ha! I've a 
thought—this paper does'nt mention your name, 
it only ſays © the bearer” ſuppoſe we defire little 
Quiz to deliver it; the Captain without. any cere- 
mony wou'd mount him on the great horſe. ' 

Olm. Good—friend Darby! do ſo. 

Darby. I muſt ſeal the note though; for if he 
ſhou'd have the impudence to read it, our Joke is 


ſpoil'd. ; 
Olin. Stop—wafer box—window, [ Exit. 
Darby. Ha, ha, ha! I'll have a rare joke out 

of this. 


Re enter OLmuTz with a wafer, Darby ſeals the 
Note. | 


Olm. Huſh—comes—Quiz. 
Darby. There—don't laugh? 


Enter Qurz in 1 Grenadier” $ cap, fabre, belt, Zi 
Spurs, Sc. 
= Quiz. Well, now I'm equip'd-I make'a very 
fooliſh bit of a ſoldier—don't I—Hem! where $ 
the Marſhal ? | Lane 
| Darhy. 


* 
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Darby. He's only gone from hence this mo- 
ment.— don't know how it comes about, but 
your re in high favor wich his Highneſs. | 

GN Me! I W ſo— Merit can't oy * | 


Darby. I've done your buſineſs with bla: 
Quix. How? 
Darby, Here I fancy under this wafer lies your 
romotion ; I gave ſuch a character of you to 
bis Highneſs. I cold him you were ſix : foot, cap 
and all, and this note his Highneſs left for you to 
give to the Captain. 
Quauix. His Marſhalſhip honors me magh 
Olm. Dare ſay—Quiz—ſoon exalted (winks at 
Danzr. ) 
Quiz. Aye, little as I am now, 1 may look 
down on people bigger than myſelf, 
Olm. May ſo— look down from wooden horſe 
(ade). Give letter—C _ 4 
Quiz. D'ye think I'd neglect bis Highneſs's 
orders 
| Darhy. Here he is. Come, i we muſt 
ſee about getting this pretty girl for the Iriſn of- 
ficer. [Rn DaRBY and OLNYTR. 


Enter Captain Para ick from the houſe.” 


Capt, P. So now fof the Marſhal's quarters | 
but no finding Darby to conduct me—oh, perhaps 
this ſoldier may—hey ? what fort of figure have 
we here? (ſeeing Qu1z. 9 | 
Quiz. Hem! Sir, I'm ordered by his Highneſs 
Marſhal Fehrbellin. to deliver this billet to =o 
Honor (gives R 

Capt. (Laving peruſed it) Ha, ha, ha! a 
* ſort of 400 this, but I'll obey—his 

5 my | 
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Majeſty wiſhes to repleniſh the race of auer 
I ſuppoſe (afde).—And pray friend where is this 
Mabel Flouriſh, 

wiz. Sir! now what can he want with her l 
(afide)—Oh, here comes n an pleaſe your 
Honor. 


Enter MaBEL. 


Capt. P. This !—Ha, ha, ha! 

Mabel F. Sir, will your t take the key of your 
portmanteau, or ſhall I give it to Darby? 

Capt. P. Ha, ha, ha | This will be a whimſical 
match, faith; but I ſuppoſe you're both agreed in 
the affair; you're deter min'd. 

Quiz. Ves, I'm reſolv'd - Honor's my miſ- 
treſs, and for her I'll die. 

Capt. P. Oh, very well; then Ill ſend for the 
chaplain, and ſee you both married imme- 
diately. 

Mabel N See us Married! | 

Quiz. How! Oh Darby has indeed done my 
buſineſs one way, ha, ha, ha! I had no notion the 
fellow had ſuch intereſt afide). ; 

Capt. P. And pray what's your name ? 

Quix. Quiz Oddbody, 

Capt. P. Then Mr. Oddbody I give you joy, I'm 
order'd by the Marſhal. to ſee you b to that 
gentle woman immediately. | 

Mabel F. Me 

Quiz. Well, this is the Grangeſt—I had no no- 
tion of marrying, but this is ſuch a prodigious— 
ſuch a great match——— .- 

| abel F. Your Honor, ſeriouſly, | does his 
|} | | Highneſs inſiſt _ my dene that cham- 
| i 3 5 'S 

1 N 4 25 Cope. 
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Capt. P. Here I've his Highoeſs's expreſs com- 


mands, and Madam, be orders you a portion of 


fifty rix-dollars from the milicary cheſt. 


Mabel F. Oh, that's another thing—there's my 


hand, Mr, Quiz! 


Quiz. Hem! Madam, I ſhall be proud—to be 


man of the houſe. 


Mabel F. I ſhall have the handſomeſt booth in | 


the _— to-morrow, 
Capt. P. Come let's attend the chaplain. 


[ Exit. . 


Mabel F. Aye, let's go to chapel, 
Quiz, Chapel! we'll be married in a cathedral, 


we all, by the god of war, 


Air,—Qu1z, 


All fierce and military, 
© Croſs buff belts and regimentals new, 
High cap rough and hairy, 
At the grand review, 
With ſpur and boot, 
Adorn the foot, a 
To grace the field, while pateraroes . 
Fire and ſmoke, 
All a joke, 
Bullets whiz, 


Bully Quiz 
Ere& as a ſturdy oak, 


On my charger p racing, | 
Rat tat tat his hoofs ſhall "REP * ground Fl 
Great glove and broad ſword glancing, - 
Salute the ladies round : . 
7 the grand pas rear, 
Op hy pavement tear, 
Like a noble Colonel at my men I ſwear, 
Hey, the fight, | 
To the right, 
Keep the rank, | | 
Guard the flank, 3 


Zoynds ! I'll ſoon be a en ene. 


} 

- = + 4» 
* 
wp 
N. 
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SCENE Iv. 4 ' ſmall Cottage, adjoining to it an 
| Arbour. | 


Enter DAR BY, OLMuTz, and two SOLDIERS. 


Darby. Softly—Olmutz, this is her father's 
houſe—it ſeems her head runs upon one Rupert, 
a a young Huſflar that's abroad ſomewhere—bur our 

Captain ſhall have her, my boys. £66: 

Oln. Huſh—yonder comes—tripping. along 

where hiding place ? | n 

Darby. That green ſummer-houſe— but here's 
the girl—go to the ambuſcade. : * 

Olm. You come ? 

Darby. Me! no, never mind me—you know I 
muſt look about, and ſee that everything is ſecret 
you ſhall have the glory of this action all to your- 
ſelf—my dear Olmutz, I wov'dn't rob you of a ſingle 
— laſh, you villain (afide).— - | 
- [Exeunt Ol Muurz and Soldiers into the arbour. 
Ha, ha, ha ! Captain Part ſhall have the ſweet cheſ- 
nut, and I'll keep my paw out of the fire. Aye, 
here ſhe comes indeed—this is lucky—we're in a 
fair way (retires). - 


Enter FloRa, croſſes into the arbour, 


x Dassy, (advancing), There little puſs pops into 
the ſnare—(goes towards the arbour). - 


Enter Marſhal FenrBELLIN and Captain PaTRrick, 
| Marſoal F. Yes, Sir, the review is politicly ne- 
. ceſſary z for ſhou'd the Emperor be inclined to re- 
vive the claim upon Sileſia, by keeping his troops 
in readineſs, our wiſe and vigilant ſovereign is pre- 
par d to oppoſe him, d 
. Wq Flora 
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Flora (withous). Help! help! oh, my father, 
ſave me 
Darby edvancing. Huzza! they have her: (ſees 
the Marxsnar) S'blood and thunder (going)! | 
Marſhal F. Stop, what's the matter here, ſpeak ! 
Darby. The matter, pleaſe your Highneſs—the 
devil, what ſhall I do (ae). Sir, it's that Olmutz 


N . s a very bad man, for all I could fay to him, 


he wou'd run after a young woman yoader over the 
daiſies and butter-cups, 9 

Marſhal F. Call him hither ! 

Darby. Olmutz ! come to the Marſhal ! 


Enter ee 


Olm. Marſhal! devil! got her off though (apart 
to Darby). 

Darby. Don't talk to me—anſwer his Highneſs, * 
you wicked rogue | 

Olm. Pleaſe „ See nn 
get pretty gitl ſor officer. J 

Marſhal F. What officer? 

Olm. Honor—new Captain there (points to 
Captain Patrick). ; 

Marſhal F. How, Sir! is this the ſervice in 
which you employ your men ? ; 

Capt. P. What have you been about here, you 
ſcoundrel ! (apart to Darby.) 

Darby (to Olmutz). Aye, why don't you denk! ? 
what have you been about here, you ſcoundrel ! 

Marſhal F. Your crime was only obedience to 
a ſuperior, that has ſunk himſelf even below your 
level (to Olmutz); but, Sir, (% Captain,) Ii never 
thought I ſhou'd have an occaſion to remind an 
officer that the very top and feather of his duty, is 
a privilege to protect the fair; and it is with regret 

3 ] tell 
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1 tell you, Sir, that this act of violence, which 
reflects diſhonour to your profelion, obliges me 
to ſuſpend your command. 

Capt. P. Sir—if your Highneſs will give me 
leave to explain— 

Marſhal F. When the King arrives, Sir, he may 
uſe his pleaſure. 
| Darhy. Oh, dang it! then, after all, Olmutz 
won't be whipp'd (aide). 

Marſhal F. . harkee, ſoldier, I thought I 
had appointed you other employment, 

Olm. Yes, Sir—but if Honor—orders man— 
ride great horſe—cauſe can't read — 

Marſhal F. A great horſe—I thought her a 
comely perſonable woman—has the ceremony been 
performed ? 

Olm. Yes, Sir—dare ſay—that . Quiz knows _ 
(de). 

Marſhal F. Then friend, as you are married 

Olm. Me!— Honor—not I. 

Darby. Here they come — ha, ha, ha 


Enter Quiz and Mail. 


Quiz. Spouſy and I are come, Sir, to thank 
your Highneſs for all favors, 

Mabel F. Bleſs me! I'm ſo much aſhamed. 

Marſhal F. Tell me, Sir—what's. the meaning 
of this? (to Captain Patrick). 

Capt. P. Your Highneſs's letter deſired me to 
have the bearer married to this woman—that man 
delivered it, and according to thoſe orders, there 
you ſee your well-match'd couple (bows). * 

Olm. Oh Hou this - great horſe —raſcal Darby 
(aide). [ Exit. 

Quiz, Pleaſe your Highneſs — Mabel and I are 
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now man and wife —and ſo, Sir, as we are but a 
young couple N | 
Marſhal F. (fiercely) Retire! _ . | 

[ Exeunt Quix and Mabel. 

Darby. Oh! I'd beſt ſneak off, or I may knock 
my head againſt a whipping-polt (ae). [ Exit. 
Marſhal F. Captain, this very equal match is 
what you in Ireland I ſuppoſe call a good joke, as 
I know a practical jeſt is the leading feature of 
your countrymen, I'm not ſo ill-tempered as to 
uarrel with your characteriſtic humour; but, Sir, 
the young woman that you ordered to be carried 
off, muſt in ſafety be reſtored to her parents, and 
I hope from your future conduct I ſhall not repent 
of my deſire to be your friend. IA. 


' Re-enter DAR Br, looking after bim. 


QUARTETTO. | 
Darby. And is he gone ? O! bug and bounds, 


How near I was a thraſhing ; | 
But there's your uncle, Father Luke, 
In Berlin chaiſe come daſhing. 


Captain, $*death1 perhaps my Norah too! 


Darby. We're in a hopeful hobble ; 
But I muſt to my awl and end, 
The matter up to cobble. 


| Captain, Diſgrac'd, I cannot face my wife! 
Darby. Who bid her now to come, Sir ? 
Captain. And ſuch a cauſe, then Father Luke, 
Darby, . Your hand, the prieſt I'll hum, Sir. 


1 4 | Captain, 
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. Till Pm reftor'd, amuſe em both 


Again my friend [I'll rank ye; 


I wonder how is little Quiz ? 


Enter Quiz and MABEL. 
I'm pretty well, I thank ye. 


My Mabel, by the god of war, 
Is a celeftial Houry ; 

As fine a bride as man can wiſh, 
When here you down her dowry. 


Like ſeiſſars hung in apron ftring, 
Or dangled here a locket ; 

But touch my caſh, and that and you, 
III put into my pocket. 


Come, come, agree, 
Like man and wife, | 
And very well you'll both do. 


| Ay, by the god of war we will. | 
Already got my oath too. 
Friend Quiz, your hand, I give you joy, 
Of ſpouſy and her riches ; | 


This comfort ſtill is yours my boy, 
She ne'er can wear the breeches. 


Then let the chine and turkey ſmoke, 
Good cheer o' erſpread the table; 


The wedding, ſuch a merry joke, 
Of little Quiz and Mabel. 


THE END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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A. G N 
— | 
SCENE I,—4 Room in MazzL FLourisn's Houſe, 
Enter MABEL and OLMUTZ. 


OLMUTZ. 


Tee prank — ſcoundrel Darby. £ 

Mabel F. And really it was you his Highnes | 
intended for me ? 

Oln. Tes, —curſed Iriſh jokes—loſe fortune 
(aide) bring me in ſcrape —run off—girl—cap- - 
tain then treacherous thief inform Marſhal. 

Mabel F. What Flora! why here's the poor 
girl in the next room putting on a ſuit of officer's 
clothes that I ventured to lend her— Ha, ha, hal 
the fooliſh child vows that ſhe'll run about, the 
Lord knows where, - till ſhe finds her ſweetheart' 
Rupert. 

Olm. Then— don't know Rupert s home 
but let's mind own affairs — no talking here 
dear Mabel, promiſe - meet eight this evening 
foot ſtone bridge near old centry box — private. 

(Bell rings.) 

Mabel F. Coming !—Huſh, my dear Olmutz, 
if you'll be diſcreet, I don't know but I may walk 
that way. 

Oln. Remember eight—fine woman (kiſſes ber 
hand). Exit Mabel F. 
Hey | Rupert—all fire—flame, lofs of damſel— 


ſuppoſe 


r ̃ͤ r — - 
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ſuppoſe try can't bring Darby banging " 
here ? ; | | 


Enter RurzRT. | 


Rup. Strange that nobody can give me any 
certain intelligence of Flora.— Ha, my old friend 
Olmutz ! ; 

Om. Rupert, welcome home ( ſhakes bands). 
Kup. Perhaps you can tell me 

Olm. Sweetheart Flora? — poor boy ! ſhe's — 

Rup. What! Speak ! Quick 
Oln. Han't heard Darby's running away then 
for Captain? | - 

Rup. What captain ?—Who is this Darby ? 

Dim. This way—tell all know—now even— 
Mr. Darby,  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 11: —Arother Room in Mabe? s. 


Noran diſcovered at a toilet. 


Morab (riſing). There I have got tolerably free 
from the duſt of the road, without the aid of 
olympian dew. How my coming mult ſurpriſe 

© my Patrick, but the leſs expected, the more. 
joyful our meeting. 


AiR,—Nokran. | 


Oh come, my ſoldier, meet my ſight, 
1 PFoull far l' ve come to thee; 
< No foe now dares you to the fight, 

; But gentle love and me; 
My ſoldier doats on fierce alarms, 
| Where foes in battle join; 8 
But when the trumpet ſounds to arms, 
Ou let him fly to mine, 
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In camps how rough by Mars array'd 
There fate attends his will, | 

At home you hear each tender maid, 
« Ah! was he form'd to kill;“ 

In charms ſecure the fair advance, 
And ere an arrow flies; _ 

He looks around, and at each glance, 
A wounded maiden dies, 


Father L. 2 Never mind, honey, I lee | 
the door, fo I can find out the room myſelf. - 


Enter F ATHER Lok and Maser FLOURISH. 


Norah. Well, uncle, have you heard anything 
of my huſband? _—- | x. 
Father L. Yes, I've heard more than's good 
of him. | | 
Norah. What! no harm? Dear, Sir, tell me! 
Father L. Be quiet; let me alone. | 
Mabel F. Do you chuſe any refreſhment, ma- 
dans.” ©" . | 
Father L. Landlady, you, ſeem a.diſcreet body; 
Jos muſt know that I am Father Luke, the Pariſh 
ieſt of Carton in the kingdom of Ireland; and 
my niece Norah there was left by her huſband 
at Berlin, only that he might have his full ſwing 
here among the women; ſo we wou'd not have 
him ſee her till ſhe comes ſouſe upon him in the 
middle of his jokes. ; 


Enter Quiz, with a Caſe Bottle. 


Quiz. A bottle of Hibernian - uſquebaugh, my 
beautiful bride, a preſent to you. 

Mabel F. Will you keep your mouth ſhut. 

Quix. I'll only open it once more (drinks). 

Father L. I'd like to converſe a little in that 
way myſelf, | BE. 
Quiz. 


28 LOVE IN A CAMP: 


N 


Quix. My. dear, Darby ſent it you. 

Mabel F. Will you ha' done. 

Quiz. There, I ſpike my cannon, by the 10 
of war (corks the bottle). 

Father L. Landlady, hav'n't you any ſnug cor- 
ner that the child here might be free from appre- 
henſions? 

MNorab. Dear uncle, what ſhou'd I be afraid of ? 

Mabel F. Madam, will you ſtep into my own 
room? 

iz. Ma' am, pray ſtep into my own room. _ 
Mabel F. There's only a young girl there, that 
was uſed ill by the ſoldiers. 
 , Nuiz, Soldiers uſe girls ill! wife, who's man of 
the houſe ? 

Father L. Aye, where's the man of the houſe ? 

Duiz. If you can't fee him, Doctor, on with 
your ſpectacles. | 

Father L. Faith they wou'd be neceſſary, ſor 
- you're ſmall n o* the houſe . Vou're 
a neat couple, ha „ ha, ha! Who married you? 

Quiz. The chaplain. But I'm oblig'd to Darby; 

*twas he help'd me to a wife, 
Father L. Upon my word, and he + help. you 
„ | 7 

Norah. Come, "BF "WE 

Father L. Norah, child, do you alt the land- 
lady about Pat, and I'll try what I can get from 
the landlord (apart). I han't taſted any uſque- 
baugh a great while. | Exeunt Nox aH and MABEL. 
(Quiz going; FaTHER L. ops bim.) Stay —As 
that young creature wou'n't be ſeen as yet; now 
don't you go ſnearing at fl neighbours, and run 
about the town bragging and boaſting, that you've 
* Father Luke in your houſe err bim 


degrees). "Ss. | 


Wii * 
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Quiz. Boaſt! my greateſt boaſt is, that Love 
myſzif i in my houſe. 

- Father L. Indeed! (endeaveuring 10 take the 
bottle from him.) 

Quix. It is, by the god of war! 

Father L. Come, come, ha' _ curſing and 
ſwearing before me. 

Quix. Servant (going). 

Father L. Stop;. tell me, -is that aſquebwogh 
orthodox - did you get it from . * 

Quiz. Drogheda! No. Don' t 1 cell you I got 
it from Darby ? 

Father L. If it's the Darby I once knew, you - 
had it from a great ſinner, that . cou'dn'c give you 
anything good 

Quiz. Hey! do you Know Darby — — 
(offers the bottle). 

Father L. What, aſk a clergyman to drink 
drams! Arrah, boy, what fort of a man are you ? 
I'm ſure it can't be good (drinks) —nor it can't be 
5 ** (drinks) (dell rings). 

. Halt! (% Farmer Lokk.) 

Oim. (without) Landlord Quiz ! 

Quiz. That's Olmutz—Oh, true; he told me 
he'd give me ſome hints about my ſpouſe and 
Darby, that I, as a man of honor ought to Know 
(bell rings). That vile bell! by the god of war, 
I' ſoon have di ums, trumpets, and drum-ſticks in 
every room! Exit. 

Father L. You little guarlock, how full of prate 

you are (its and drints).— That Darby is— 


* Enter Dazpy.. 
2 wicked N his uſquebaugh's 3 2 « heavenly 


cordial, 
Darby: 


a5: 
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Darby. Father Luke! How the plague did be, 
find our meſs- houſe out? Now will he teaze me 
with inquiries about Pat; but I'll ſtop his mouth 
with a round lie at once. 

Father L. (chaunts) Oh, this is heavenly li- 
quor | 

Darby. (chaunts.) And as good for poor me as 
the vicar. Good morrow to your Holineſs! 

Father L. Is it Darby 

Darby. Yes it is—is it—my bottle !. 

Father L. No, it is not —ha, ha, ha!—Well, 
this is ſo ſtrangely comical ! There you left me, 
telling my beads in Ireland; and now you find me 
reading my book here in Germany, 

Darby. Why, Sir, I think it's my book you 
have been reading; but if your Reverence pleaſes, 
III read a chapter now; for, I ſuppoſe, by this 

you have it by heart. 

Father L. It will do. you no good, as you dont 
know Latin. 

Darby. Oh, yes; I know that a dram is Latin 
ſor gooſe; and if its good for your Reverence, it 
muſt be good for me; for what is ſauce for the 
gooſe is ſauce for the gander. 


Father L. Why, you're in liquor, ya on Klos! R 
Darby. You' re out there—for Zo, n + 
me. 


Fatber IL. Who: are you here, and hat are you? 
Oh, you unlucky cur ! how you ran out of Carton, 
with all the conſtables after: you: —beſides, you 

were over head and ears in debt. 
Darby. Only up to the chin—ſo I ſwam away, 
But, Sir, pleaſe your Reverence, now you talk of 
curs, did my little dog go back to Carton? he fol- 
lowed me a bit of the road, but I drove him from 
me 


7 
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me; you remember I calbd him little Unicorn, 
becauſe he had but one ear. | | 


An- DaARBV. 
I'll frag you a ſong, faith I'm ſinging it now, here, 
I don't mean t'affront either ſmall or big bow wow, here. 
The ſubje& I've choſen, it is of the canine race, a 
To prove, like us two legged dogs, they are a very ſine race. 
; Bow, wow, wow. 


Like you and I, ſome other dogs, may be counted ſad dogs, 
And as we don't drink water, ſome may think us mad dogs; 
A courtier's a ſpaniel, a citizen's a dull dog : 

A ſoldier is a maſtiff, a ſailor is a bull-dog. 

6 Bow, wow, wow. 


An old maid comes from church, to the poor no lady kinder,- 

A luſty dog her footman, with prayer-book behind her ; | 

A poor boy begs a farthing, and gets a handſome kicking, 

But little Shock, her lap dog, muſt have a roaſted chicken. 
Bow, wow, wow. 


When filly dogs for property, uncle, ſon, and brother, 

Grin and ſnarl mighty gruff, and worry one another; 

Should they a bit of equity from Juſtice beg the loan of, 

That cunning dog the lawyer, Snap, carries quick the bone off. 
Bow, wow, wow. | 


A poet's a lank grey-hound, for the public he runs game down, 

A critic is a cur, and ſtrives to run his fame down ; | 

And though he cannot follow where the noble ſport invites him, 

He ſlyly Reals behind, and by the heel he bites him, | 
Bow, wow, wow. 


You've a choice pack of friends, while to feed them you are able, 
Your dog for his morſel crouches under your table, 

Your. friends turn tail in misfortune or diſaſter, 

But your poor faithful dog will ne'er forſake his miſter, 

, Bow, Wow, WOW, F 1 


But when did you come, Sir; and how did you find 
out this houſe? Dear Sir, where is Madam No- 
rah your niece ? 4 * 
Father L. Oh, then they don't know ſhe's here 
(aide). Why Darby, I left her at Potzdam. 
| Darby. 
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Darhy. Here's a lying old thief ; but I'll a 
him at that game—what ſhall I tell him—T'll tell 
him Pat's dead (afide). 

Father L. You've met her huſband Patrick in 
your German travels, I ſuppoſe? 

Darby. The Captain? — Oh yes. 

Father L. It ſeems he has been playing pretty 
pranks here. 

Darby. Then he has heard all (aſide). 

Father L. I am a Prieſt ; but upon my function, 
were I like him, an Iriſh Officer in a — ſer- 
vice, and had brought ſuch a -diſgrace upon my 
country, I verily believe nothing but my own blood 
cou'd waſh away the ſtain of it. 

Darby. A good hint to ſend the Captain off like 
a ſhot (afide). Then, Sir, you" ve heard of Pat's 
blowing his brains out. 

Father L. Mel -Not II — Pat dead Oh dens; 
my poor niece — Norah! — Norah! (calls. 
Darby. Lord, Sir, d'ye think ſhe can hear you 

at Potzdam ? | 

Father L. But how, Darby? — When? 

Darby. Laſt night—a piſtol 

Father L. But for what? 

Darby. Becauſe Marſhal Fehrbellin ſpoke ſaucy 
to him. . 

Father L. Oh, the Mallow fool l Oh dear! 
Oh dear ! — Where ſhall I find comfort? 

Darby. In the book. (points to the bottle). 

Father L. What! this? — Tou unfeeling, you 
hardened foul ! to give me ſuch advice (drinks it 


H). 
Darby. Ah! your Reverence won'c be nens 
if a drop can ſoften * 


Dor. 
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Dur. 


Father L. And oh is he gone? —whirra ſtrua ! poor Pat! 
So forry— . | 
Darby ( ſhews the empty bottle ). . Look here 
Father L. I'm ſorry for that. 
My grief is ſo great, not a tear can I cry; - 
Darby. And yet, my good Sir, you've a ſup in your eye. 
Father L. Go! go! take your liquor away from me; 
Darby. Oh! oh! does it give you ſuch pain ? 
Father L. And ne'er bring your Uſquebaugh bottle again to me, 
Darby. No! Gag 4 4 
Fatber L. No, no, Darby, no! till you fill it again. | 
x | [i. 
Darby. Ha, ha, ha! Pat muſt not be found 
alive; then my lie is all a ſtory—Eh !—little Quiz 
(looting out) and Olmutz—Olmutz takes 
under the arm, and to my certain knowle 
hypocritical knave has an aſſignation with iis bride, 
this very evening, at the foot of the Oder Bridge. 


Enter Quiz. 


Quiz. Hem !—your fervant—Sir! 

Darby. Now I'd as lieve a friend wou'd give 
me a knock o'the head as call me Sir, 

Quiz. Aye? Then I'm the friend that wau'd 
as ſoon do one as t'other, 1.4 

Darby. Wou'd you,  faich ? 

Quix. I wou'd, by the god of war 

Darby. Ha, ha, ha | well ſaid, my dapper bride- 
groom } Do you know, Quiz, that I've beſpoke 
a wig-box as a cradle ſor your firſt child. | 

uiz. What, laugh'd at too? Do you know 

that | have been a man of ſpirit from the ſhell ? 
As the great Quiz Hercules in his cradle ſtrangled 


a ſerpent, I in mine throttled a couple of kittens. 
C — When 


* 
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When a boy, to practice ſtorming a town, I broke 
all the neighbours' windows—In our maurauding 
parties, I was the terror of the ducks and goſlings 
—though in red breeches, ſcorn'd to run away from 
a turkey cock—ſtruck fire from the flaſh of a pan 
—roaſted our booty upon a ram-rod—ſlept.in a 
mortar—and for my muſic made a great gun my 
German-flute, by whiſtling in the touch-hole! 

Darby, Well? 

Quiz, And you to trick a man like me into a 
marriage with this Mabel—only to carry on oe 
own deſign upon her! 

Darby. Who the devil told you that ? 

Quiz. My friend Olmutz, ſirrah. 

Darby. Oh, then it's he that has prim'd cis 
pocket-piſto], 

Quiz. How dare you-ſerve me ſo, you little Iriſh 
| raſcal? 1 only want an occaſion to fight you. 
Darby. Occaſion !—Raical will do well enough 
for a Pruſſian ſoldier. 

Quiz. I'll ſave you the trouble of waſhing your 
vgly face—1'll blow your head off, by the god of 


war! 


Darby. Well, that's very kind but where ſhall 
bring it to you ? 

Quiz. Aye, where ſhall we meet? 

Darby. 1 have a ſhrewd gueſs at the time and 
place of Olmutz and Mabel's appointment (afide). 
What think ye of the ſtone bridge over the N 

about eight? I'll borrow Captain Patrick's piſtols, 
you bring yours, and with our backs again the 
centry-boxes, how we'll thunder away. 


Quiz, We will, by the god of war! [Exeunt. 


OR, PATRICK IN PRUSSIA. 35 


SCENE III. —Iſide of Mazzi's Houſe. 


Enter FArRHER Luke and NoRan. 


Father L. And fo, niece, this is the young wo- 

man your huſband had dragg'd out of the houſe 
2 ; by the ſoldiers? | 

Nerah. Ves, Sir: but it ſeems it was all owing 
to Darby, that idle fooliſh fellow that's ever in 
ſome miſchief, | 

Father L. Darby! aye, the run-a-gate ſcape- 

. grace, what a ſtory did he trump up of Pat's 
death. But bid the young woman there come 
out — 

Norub. My dear uncle, any attempt to diſſuade 
her from going in ſearch of her lover is fruitleſs, 
for go ſhe will- and here ſhe comes, equipp'd 
for her travels. 


Enter FLoRa, from the room, in boy's clothes. 


Father L. Oh fie! by my function, child, you 
don't look like a Chriſtian woman, 
Flora. Am I like a Chriſtian man? that's all I 
want to look like at preſent, _ 
Father L. Child, child, I'm aſhamed of you ! 
Flora. It don't Ggnify talking, Sir; for to find 3 
out my Rupert is the fixed determination of my 1 
heart; and this dreſs will ſecure me from the inſo- 
lence that I ſo lately ſuffeted for the poor- hearted 
wretch that has courage enough to inſult a woman, 
© often wants ſpirit to attack a man!—Aye, and as 
well as the braveſt of you, woman can deſpiſe dan- 
ger where ſhe truly loves. 
| Father L. Well ſaid, * little champion of 
Chriſtendom! 
SIT C'2 Nerab. | 
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Norah. Hold! —a little more of the maſculine 
air won't be amiſs (places ber bat). There, I 
queſtion if your lover cou'd know you- But now 
tell me, uncle, when ſhall I ſee my huſband. Flora's 
account acquits him of the ſmalleſt intention to 


violence or ſeduction— Seek him out, I beg of you, 
and bring him to me. 


AIR — Noka. 


Shipwreck'd on the foaming wave, 

Sailors view a wat'ry grave; 

I thus wreck'd, on * of fear, 

To my deareſt love wou'd ſteer ; 

What cou'd then my peace annoy, 

In that harbour of my joy? 
Shou'd the winds rudely whiſtle, I'd heave a fond figh, 
And wiſh thoſe on the billows as happy as 1. 


Love! my a and my guide, 

Smile and ſoothe the angry ide; 

Calms ſucceeding dread alarms; * 
Let me anchor in thy arms: 

What cou'd then my peace annoy, 

In that haven of my joy ? 


Shou'd the winds rudely whiltl, I I'd heave a fond figh, 
And wiſh thoſe on the billows as happy as I. 


Capt. P. (without) Is the young man above ? 
Norah. Heavens! his dear voice, 


Flora. Inquiring for me. : 

Norab. My beloved huſband ! 

Father L. Be quiet, with your love—This fry 
of Pat's death muſt have been concerted to further 
ſome of his frolics—But, I've a thought to fit him, 
ha, ha, ha! Hark'e, honey, who. knows in the 

hbouſe here that you have put on theſe clothes? 

Flora. Only Mabel, of whom I borrawed them. 

Father L. Ha, ha, ha! well, ſtep in there both. 


of you. 
Norah, 


/ 
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Norab. Sir 
2 L. Go, go, child, and don't diſpute 
y clergy. [ Exennt Norab and Flora. 
Ha, ha, ha! he and Darby have had their joke 
upon me, now I'll have = joke upon them, 


Enter Captain ParRIck. 


x: Our, P, Where's Flora? Ha! My dear Father 
uke! 

Father L. Can you be Pat?—Oh, child, if 
you're dead, tell me? 

Capt. P. My good uncle, how glad I am to ſe 
you! Is my wife, my dear Norah, come ? 

Father L. Come—ah Pat! why did you give 
out that you were dead? Bur if you were really 
ſo (as till this inſtant we thought you) our No- 
rah wou'd have been another man's mike i e in half 
an hour, 

Capt. P. I don't underſtand you. 

Father L. Nay, I never thought him ſo hand- 
ſome as everybody ſays—to me he's a moſt effi- 
minate milk- ſop But upon his journey hither he 
was ſo full of his complaiſance; ſuch handling of 
your wife into the coaches, and out of the coaches, 
and up ſtairs and down ſtairs; and ſo buſy at 
buckling on trunks, and ſmart at paying reckon» 
ings 

Don P. What is this ? 

Father L. And then here the moment he arrives 
in the camp, the firſt thing ſhe hears is of you, 
her lawful huſband, running away with the gooſe- 
berry girl; and then Marſhal Rumbellia pulling 
the cockade out of your hat—But your blowing 
out your brains with a piſtol—oh, Pat, Pat! that 


did your buſineſs at once. 
| c 3 Capt, 
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Capt. P. How! 

Father L. Why you know chat made your wiſe 
a widow-—But had I known that you were till alive, 
I'd as ſoon have ſet fire to the Chapel of Loreto, 
as have married Norah to this chap. 

Capt. P. Married Norah! 

Fathgr L. Child, child ! what made you ſhoot 
yourſelf ? 

Capt. P. Ridiculous ! wl o cou'd invent — W ho 
told you ſuch an abſurd falſthood? _. 

Darby (without). Quiz, go to the ground, I'I 
follow you. 

Father L. Who told me! only your beſt man, 
Darby, and here he comes. And now the young chap 
within here fhall take vp the game (ade). | Exit. 

Capt. P. And have I, by 27 folly, loſt my No- 
rah's heart, or worſe—has it receiv d the reer. 
ſion of another? 


Euter DAR Bx. 


Darby. Maſter, will you lend me your piſtols ? 

Capt. P. I'll piſtol you (collars him). : 

Darby. Oh, worthy Pat! Generous Captain! 

Capt. P. What's this you've been telling Father 
Luke, you mifcreant ! your infernal tricks have 
been the cauſe of all my ſhame and diſtreſs. 

Darby. Here's friendſhip ! Oh, that ever I ſold 
my farm. 


Enter RUPERT. 


Rup. (lays bold of Darby) You're the ruſſia 
that took my Flora from her father's houſe—No 
ſtruggling—tell me this inſtant where ſhe f is, or I'll 
hue you to pieces (draws). 


- Darby (dropping on his knees). 2 ſhe 's—Oh, 


12 why did I fell my fam 


Re- 
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Re-enter FLORA, in her diſguiſe. _ 

Flora. Tis indeed my Rupert (ade). Hey! 
what noiſe is all this, firrah? - | 

Darby. Another maſtiff ſet upon me, 

Flora. Gentlemen, your making a noiſe at the 
door of my apartment, is what I don't under- 
ſtand - Demme! | Y 

Darby. Oh, this is indeed a fine fellow—(ri/es 
and flands behind Flora) Yes, making a noiſe is 
what I don't underſtand==Demme ! 

Flora. You've frightened a lady here within, 
that's under my protection, and let me tell you it's 
very unmanly 
Darby. Yes, its very unmannerly—Hem ! 

Capt. P. Sdeath, he cannot mean my wife? 

Rup. I'll anſwer you preſently, Sir (t Flora), 
No more trifling—where's Flora? (to Darby.) 

Darby, What's that to you? 

Flora. Flora l- Oh, the little fruit girl—She is 
curſed fond of me! 

Rup. Indeed! few 

Flora, Oh, yes; ſhe had once ſome filly notions 

of a ſwaggering puppy, one Rupert I think, but 

they are all fled ſince I have been her devoted 

ſla ve by +. 

Rup. Villain ! defend yourſelf (draws). | 
Capt. P. (interpofing) Hold, my dear Sir, are 
you mad ? ev 

Darby. Ay, are you mad, Rupert, you rogue? 
* Flora, Then I preſume you are Rupert—your 
pardon. But no occaſion to be jealous of me now, 
for my ſoul is entirely devoted to my Norah, the 
charming widow of the ridiculous Captain Patrick. 

Capt. P. (draws) Draw this moment. 

| 9 4 5 Rup. 
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Rup. (inter peſing) Stop, Sir, are you mad? 
Darby. Are you both mad, you rogues ? 
Capt. P. Sir, this affair demands immediate 
ſatisfation. | 
Rup. Sir, my claim of revenge is prior 
Flora. Gentlemen, I don't know what yau mean, 
only give me fair play, and I think I'm a match 
for you both. | | 
Darby. Bravo! bravo! my little hero !—Take 
them as the boys box, one down 'tother come on. 


QUARTETTO. 


Flra. The lovely fair within that room my wife ſhall be ; 
Capt. P. And how, Sir, are you ſure of that ? 


Flora. Ah! the loves me. | 

Capt. P. *Sdeath, Sir, what's that you ſay, quick anſwer 
: ſpeedily; 

Rup. What of my Flora? — tell me firſt ; 

Flora. Oh ſhe loves me, 


Both. She loves thee ! 

Darby, He loves ſhe, 

Flora, And for her ſweet ſake, you Sir; or you, I'll ſee, 
Darby, To 'em, my little cock-a-nowns, oh you're my 
| _  Gramachree, 

Both, What, my loye loves thee ! 


Flora. Aye, thy love loves me; 

Darby. Knock their heads together ; 

Flora. Have at you, one, two, three. . 

Darby. Dear Sir, leave me out; a wicked rogue's our little 


| Gramachree, 
Both, Satisfaction you muſt give moſt ſurely now to me. 
Flora. Fire or ſword, when love's the word — have at you, 
one, two, three. 
Darby. Oh what a tearing hero, our little Gramachree! 


[ Exeunt, 
Manet Darsyv. 
Darby. I come on well here in the German 


wars Yeſterday I had a dozen drummers, out of 
great love for my health, ſtanding about me, ready 
with a crimſon waiſtcoat to keep my back warm 
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—and here my kind countryman, Captain Paddy - 
buries his knuckles in my throat, never conſider- 
ing that it may ſpoil my ſinging— Another Scla- 
vonian Mohawk flouriſhes his ſcythe about my 
ears—and there little _ is this moment waiting 


to blow my head over the ſtone bridge—I'm in a 
good thriving way—Theſe two men of war have 
frightened me ſo, Quiz will certainly diſcomfit me 
if I can't hit upon ſome ſtratagem to make him 
more afraid than myſelf, —Mabel and Olmutz are 
gone to their appointment, at the very ſpot where 
I'm to meet Quiz — I've great hopes of his finding, 
them out; and yet what good will that do me !— 
Heigh-hOo l- poor Darby !—why did you ſell your 

farm? | Fa [ Exit. 


SCENE IV. and Ia. A View of the Oder, two 
Centinels' Boxes at the Foot of the Bridge. 


Enter Quiz with Piſtols. 


Quiz. I thought I'd be firſt—aye, I gueſsd 
the tellow wou'd be afraid ro meet me—a coward- 
ly poltroon; oh! how III roaſt him for this; 
how. I'll twig him round the camp with a whale. 
bone ram-rod—Hey! if that's he, he's plaguy 

nctual | 

Darby 0 Who's there ? 

Quiz, It's I! 

Darby (without). The enemy? | 

Quiz. Your mortal foe !—ſo take your ground. 


Enter DaR BY with Blunderbuſſes. 


8 Darby. Stop, don't be raſh—In Ireland we al- 
ways take theſe things cool, 
Quix. Yes, I believe I've cool'd you. 


Euler 
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Eater a PEASANT with a Sack, Pick-axe, 
Spade, &c. 


Darby. Lay the tools down there. 

Quiz. Tools! what tools do we want but the 
piſtols? 

Darby. Firſt put down the ſack. 

Quix. Is it a ſack of oats ? 

Darby. Here ſpread the ſaw- duſt. 

Quiz, Saw-duſt !, for what? 

Darby. To ſoak up the blood. 

Ruiz. Soak up my blood! (PzaSanT ſcatters 

wduſs.) 

Darby. Very well—give me the two blunder- 
buſſes, charg'd with razor-blades (PEASA N gives 
them). —Retreat! _ [ Exit PEASANT, 

Quiz. (terrified )—Blunderbuſſes charged with 
razor- blades ! 

Darby. Now to ſettle the grand point. 

Quiz. But pray, what do we want with the 
pick- axe and ſhovel? _ 

Darby. The thing I'm going to talk about— 
It's our cuſtom in Ireland, when gentlemen fight 
without ſeconds, as we are now going to do, if 
one ſhou'd be kill'd, which is generally the cafe, to 
prevent any ill conſequences of the law to the con- 
queror, we have two ways of dipoling of the dead 
gy 8" , 

Quiz. Dead gentleman ! 

Darby, One method is to dig up the freſh ſod, 
and bury the body there, ſweet and wholeſome, on 
the ſpot—that's the Galway kick. The other is 
putting it into the ſack that brings the ſaw-duſt, 
and tipping it into . river now that's the Tip- 


perary touch. 
Quiz, 
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Quiz. Then damme if I have either a Galway 
kick or a Tipperary touch. 

Darby. No! ; 

Quiz. D'ye want to murder me? 

Darby. Sir, if you object to theſe decent thing 
it's not handſome of you. 

Quiz. Well, I'll be as ugly as old Nick before 
you ſhall handſomely touch me into the river 
for I'll not fight, by the god of war! 

Darby. Nonſenſe! take up the piece, and of 
we go— 

Duiz (going). Yes, off I go. 

Father L. (without) Where are they ? 

Darby. And here now—ſure you wou'd not be 
ſo ungenteel as to diſappoint the prieſt, that I be- 

ſpoke on purpoſe to bury us like Chriftians. 
Quiz. I won't I won't be buried like a Chriſtian. 


Enter FarHEN LUKE. 


Father L. No! oh, fie, you profligate—arrah 
Darby !—what are you going to do with the Art 
fellow ? 

Quix. The ruffian had a criminal deſign” upon 
my dear and virtuous wife; and becauſe I civilly 
aſk'd him about it, he wants to ſhoot, ſtuff me 
into a'ſack, and either - bury me under the ſod, . 
tip me into the river. 

Darby. Virtuous wife! oh, oh (afide). What 
have I nobody to ſhoot after praRtifing the whole 
evening -' not put up with ſlander—'twas the 
ſcoundre] Olmutz ſet you on to abuſe me. 

Quix. Olmutz is my true friend. | 
Darby. There, ſuppoſe your true friend Good 
here (pointing to 4 centinet' box) then you'd ee 
how I'd uſe him. 

Father L. You'd have a rare maix—fire away, 


Darby, | Darty, 
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: Darby. Then daſh goes a brace of piſtols through 
the centry-box (preſents). 


Enter from the centinel's box, OLuvuTz and MABEL 
hes ſorieking. 
There's your virtuous wife and your true friend. 
Father L. Upon my word, they are a queer 
couple of Pruſſian troopers, 
Quiz. Oh! I ſee how it is—Darby, I aſk your 
7 do you give Olmutz a Galway kick, and 
1 give my wife a Tipperary touch. 
Darby. Olmutz, what brought you here ? 
Olm. Come out—be Quiz's ſecond. | 
Quix. Sir -I want no ſecond. pf IC 
Oln. Oh! that caſe, Sir, good night. [ Exit. 
Quiz. Well, Sir, good night centry box, Sir 
I've a mind to ſend a brace of razor- blades after 
you—So, wife, you come here to be ſecond too. 
Mabel F. No, huſband— was here firſt, [ Exit. 
Father L. I'll be bound ſhe was—But Darby, 
boy, have you ſeen the Captain and the young 
Huflar ? 


Enter Captain PATRICK and RUPERT, 


Rup. Our little bully has given us the lip, 
Capt. P. He was ſeen coming this way. 


Enter Nox AH and FLORA. 


Flora. Well, Gentlemen, here I am: (preſents 
Norab) here's my friend too, who is ready to hold 
the Captain in play whilſt I am a match for you, 
Sir Rupert, if you've ſtill a heart to engage your 


Flora. 
Kup. 
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Rup. Flora! is it indeed? my ſweet - my faith- 

ful girl (embraces ber). | 
ather L. Pat, isn't the chap a tight little Hero? 

Capt. P. Flora, the dreaded rival in my wife's 
affections 

Norah. No —only in my Patrick's—ah! my 
naughty huſband | | 

Father L. Take care, Pat, whenever you take 
a fancy to die while you live, you'll always be ſure 
to find your wife a widow. 

Capt. P. All the miſchiefs of the day are owing 
to that villain Darby— PERO 

Darby. Be quiet with your knuckles, Pat, I de- 
fire—Lord, I'm afraid to 

Quiz. You're afraid !—Oh, then by the god 
of war—I'll-(fr«tting ap to Darby). 

Darby. Stop, you're not a Captain Pat, nor 
am I a little Quiz—I defire pardon from all, for 
had I known that the Captain's regular meal 
(points to Vorab) was ſo ſoon to be ſerv'd up, I 
ſhoudn't have provided this dam ſon tart—( points 
to Flora) to ſtay his ſtomach. | 
Capt. P. But, I hope my Norah will take an 
example of clemency from his Pruſſian Majeſty, 
who on his arrival reſtored me to my command 
whilſt in diſgrace I dared not approach my faith- 
ful wife, but henceforth my attention to her ſhall 
be exemplary—Yet man, even as he ſhould be, is 
' ſcarce worthy of the bleſſings beſtowed on him by 
the poſſeſſion of an amiable and virtuous woman. 


FINALE. 


Captain, Oh now let the drum 
| Beat, company come, 
- And let the clarionets play ; 
And, oh, little fife 
Now whiſtle for life 
While merry we foot it-away ; Darby. 


Flora. 


Norab. 
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For Fortune turns her wheel, 
And with us ſhe'll dance a reel; 
The late whining fellow, 
Now jovial and mellow, 


To jollity ring a peal. 


As ſure as a gun, 
We'll ſhew you ſuch ſun, 
As never was ſeen beſore; 
Like officers ſwear, 
And tatter and tear, 
And like a cannon we'll roar. 


Quiz— 
Darby did you call ? 
Ye Devils, how loud ye bawl ! 


To houſe, bed, and table, 
Of Quiz 


And poor © Mabel 
You're heartily welcome all. 


CHORUS. | 
Oh, now let the drum, &c, 


A fad wicked piace, 
A very ſad caſe! 
Here nothing 1'll get to do; | 
Child, put on your cap— (to Flora) 
And here in a ſlap 
Ill marry-that younker (70 Rupert) and you. 
If you don't take't amiſs, (to Mabel,) 
I'd like to bury poor Quiz 
Without any money, 
Your hand, my dear honey— © 
80 much I like your phiz. 


CHORUS. 
Oh, now let the drum, Er. 


Oh, maidens take care, 
By example beware, | 
If ruin you'd wiſh to ſhun ; 


Nor truſt to your charms, 
When once from your arms, 


' You ſuffer your ſpouſey to run. Flora. 


OR, PATRICK IN PRUSSIA. 147 
* * Flora, Like birds held in a ſtring 
They'll hop about, then take Wings 


Norah, From twig to bough flying, 
Your 3 nor crying, 
Wag er can the wanton bring. 


CHORUS. 
Oh, now let the drum, &c. 


THE END. 


. X PLAYS, G. K Rexs, 


No. 39. Paternoſter Row. 


1. 


1. The BIRTH DAY, a- Comedy ; ; altered from Kor- 


kur by T. DIDI. 26. 


2. The JEW AND THE DOCTOR, a — by 


| Ditto. 18. 


3. RAMAH DROOG, an Opera ; by Mr. Conn. 28. 
4+ The VOTARY OF WEALTH, a Comedy ; by Mr, 
AM __ 
5. LAUGH. WHEN YOU CAN, a Comedy; by Mr, 
a Thi 28. 
6. The DRAMATIST, a Comedy; by Ditto. 18. 6d. 
7. NOTORIETY, a Comedy; by Ditto. 18. 6d. . 
5 TO GROW RICH, a Comedy; by Ditto. 
15. 
9. The RAGE, a Comedy; by Ditto, 2s. 
10. WERTER, a Tragedy; by Ditto. 1s. 6d, 
11. SPECULATION, a Comedy; by Ditto. 28. 
— WILD OATS, a Comedy; by Mr. O'Ketree. rs, 6d. 
. The CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA, a Comic Opera ; 
bo itto. 18. 6d. 
14. SPRIGS OF LAUREL, an Opera; by Ditto. 18. 
15. LIE OF THE DAY, a Comedy; ; by Dito. 18. 6d. 
_ HIGHLAND REEL, an Opera; by Ditto. 18. 6d. 
. The FARMER, an Opera ; by Ditto. 18. 
1s, MODERN ANTIQUE, a Farce; by Ditto. ts. 
19. The POSITIVE MAN, an Opera; by Ditto, 1s. 
20, The POOR SOLDIER, an Opera; by Ditto. 18. 
21. HARTFORD BRIDGE, a Farce; by Mr. Pearce. 


br 22. The SE I 3" an Opera; by 


Ditto. 18. 
NETLEY ABBEY, an Opera; by Ditto. 15. 


24 ARRIVED AT PORTSMOUTH 3 by Ditto. 18. 

. WINDSOR CASTLE, an Opera, performed in 

— of the Marriage of His Royal Highneſs the Prince of 
Wales; by Ditto. With an elegant Vignette. 1s, 6d.- 

26. The MYSTERIES OF THE CASTLE, an Opera; 


by M. P. Andrews, 25. 
27. The IRISHMAN IN LONDON, a Farce; by Mr. 


M*ReaDY. 18. 
28. ZORINSEI, a Play; by Mr. Mon Ton. 25, 
29. The WAY TO GET MARRIED, a Comedy ; by 


Ditto. 28. 
30. The CURE FOR THE HEART ACHE, a Co- 


medy; by Ditto, 25. 


31. SECRETS WORTH KNOWING, a Comedy: by 


Ditto. 28. 
32. LOCK AND KEY, a Farce; by Mr. HoaRs. 18. 


33; MARIAN, an Opera; by Mrs, Brooks, 15. 


Lindon ; Printed by A. vey Printers Ser 


— — — — — 


